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Summary: The Pines are back in Gravity Falls, but so is Bill Cipher, 
who insists that he and Dipper must work together for their mutual 
benefit. Dipper has understandable trust issues. Bill/Dipper, because 
why not, and probably some Bill/Ford in there somewhere. 


1. Don't Touch This Thing 
**So. I'm still alive. ** 

**Have a triangle/boy slash fic! ** 

**Trying to just write this down and get it out of the way because 
it's been in my head for a while. ** 

* *No slash in his chapter, just a sloooow buiiild. . . (Bill-d?)** 

**I wrote Bill's voice IN MOSTLY CAPS AND I WILL NOT APOLOGIZE HOPE 
THAT'S OKAY** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Should we put a sign up? Like a sign that says 'Don't Touch 
Statue's Hand'. Something like that. Should we do that?"<p> 

Dipper stood in the clearing, hand to his chin as he regarded the 
mossy statue with scrutiny. Mabel shrugged beside him. 

"That would probably make people want to touch it even more. I mean, 
if I saw a sign that was like 'Don't touch this thing', I would 
_totally_ touch the thing!" she grinned at her brother, who rolled 
his eyes, "besides, we don't even know if anything would happen from 
touching his hand. Right? He's dead." 

"Demons can't die, Mabel," Dipper sighed, "we've talked about 
this . " 



"And you know that for sure, howa€ | . ?" 


"All the research I've done into the subject says so. They can be 
dispelled, but it's only temporary." 

"You do this every year. Come out to this spot and grumble about 
demons and spells and the temporary nature of human life. It's a real 
downer, bro-bro, " Mabel said earnestly before blowing a strand of 
hair out of her eyes. 

"I'm trying to make sure we don't have another Weirdmageddon, Mabel! 
And that no one else has to go through what we did. So... that's a no 
to the sign?" 

"No to the sign, " she nodded, beginning to wander away, "come on. Dip 
Dop, I'm bored. You've been staring at that old thing for like thirty 
minutes! You know I have a five minute attention span. Max. I've 
already gone above and beyond!" 

"Yeah yeah," Dipper waved his hand dismissively , "go on back. I'll 
meet up with you soon." 

He heard her give a theatrical groan, followed by her exiting 
footsteps. Still he regarded the statue. 

Every time they visited Gravity Falls since that faithful summer. 
Dipper had gone to the statue. He felt some bizarre sense of duty 
over it; not to protect it from harm, of course not. The very 
opposite. He'd been trying to destroy the thing for years. 

The first year he grabbed ahold of the spindly arm (making sure to 
stay very far away from the hand) and wrenched with all his might 
downward, trying to snap the limb off. But although the arm was 
stick-thin, it would not budge. He kicked its bulging eye as hard as 
he could, resulting in two broken toes. He pelted rocks at it. All it 
did was scare away nearby birds. 

The second year, he procured an ax from Manly Dan Corduroy. Dipper 
had never been particularly strong but he figured an ax would at 
least chip the stone, right? 

He had to shamefully return the ax to Manly Dan, making excuses as to 
why the once razor-sharp edge was cracked and dulled and the wood 
handle splintered. 

Not a single mark on the damn statue. 

The third year, he'd tried a chainsaw and damn near killed himself 
with it when he tripped on a tree root. 

Now he was going on 17 and the statue was the same as it had always 
been. It almost felt like it was mocking him, like HE was mocking 
him. . .but the single, wide eye always seemed more alarmed than 
smug . 

No one else shared in his obsession. Not even Grunkle Ford. 

"Don't worry. Dipper," he'd reassured the boy, "I've done numerous 
studies on the statue. It's just that; a statue. Bill is gone..." he 



had trailed off, his voice a mix of determination and maybe. Dipper 
thought, sadness, "chances are he will reform, he was a demon, after 
all. But that will take him hundreds of years. Most likely thousands. 
We'll be long dead by then and there's not much we can do about it 
now . " 

Dipper had begrudgingly agreed. Ford had a point, and Dipper 
respected the man too greatly to outright dismiss it. Still, there 
was the sense in him that the statue had to go. It was the only 
physical link left of Bill Cipher to the world he had tried to 
destroy . 

A cool breeze picked up. The trees groaned, and Dipper thought he 
heard voices on the wind. 

"Wind Whisperers again, " he muttered, shoving his hands in his 
pockets and plodding off out of the clearing. The wind chuckled 
faintly . 

The hair on his arms prickled. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>That night, Stan and Ford spread photos of their adventures for 
the past year over the kitchen table for Dipper and Mabel to 
peruse . <p> 

"Who is that?" Mabel gasped, pointing to a photo of a statue, gold 
and shaped like a woman, "she's _beautifuuulll_. . . " 

"Ah, that would be a Inanna, " Ford nodded toward the photo, "Sumerian 
goddess of love. We found that statue on an island that resurfaces 
just once every five hundred years!" 

"Had to leave it behind, though, " Grunkle Stan grunted and knocked 
back his tumbler of whiskey, "damn thing was cursed. Our boat 
wouldn't move with the thing on board, no matter how hard we tried. 
Ford eventually insisted we put it back." 

"Your Great Uncle Stanley thought he could hide it on board without 
me noticing," Ford rolled his eyes, "like I wouldn't notice that the 
boat still wasn't taking off." 

"You found all this treasure?" Dipper asked, picking up a photo of a 
chest spilling over with gold and jewels. 

"Deep underwater, in a shipwreck in the South Pacific!" Ford grinned 
excitedly, "beautiful vessel. Most likely belonging to Spanish 
merchants . " 

"Spanish government laid claim to the damn thing though, insisted it 
was one of their ships from like, two hundred years ago, and that the 
treasure belonged to them! Can you believe it?" Stan grunted with a 
scowl, "Also, not related, if you ever go to Spain, don't mention 
your lat name is Pines." 

Dipper squinted his eyes up quest ioningly at Stan. 

"Why-" 



"WHOA!" Mabel interrupted, nearly knocking Dipper out of his chair as 
she lunged for another photo, "what is this?! 

The photo she held was of a bronze mask, its surface dappled green 
with age. Bizarre nodules erupted from its surface, and in its center 
was the visage of a screaming face. Two holes for eyes and another 
hole to signify a gaping mouth. 

"We're still not quite sure about that one," Ford frowned, "I locked 
it up downstairs, just in case it might be dangerous. I plan to run 
tests on it this summer." 

"But not before we spend some quality time with you knuckleheads, 
huh?" Stan grinned and caught Dipper in a headlock, rubbing his 
knuckles into the boy's scalp. Dipper laughed and swatted at his 
Grunkle ' s hand, Mabel's tittering and Ford's chuckling in his 
ears . 

"Lake tomorrow?" Dipper asked when Stan finally let go of him. 

"Lake tomorrow," Stan and Ford nodded in unison. Mabel and Dipper 
grinned . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Remember how much those two used to hate each other?" Dipper 
asked as he and Mabel brushed their teeth in the mirror. <p> 

"Oh yeah! Grunkle Ford was all 'You pushed me into a multiverse and 
stole my house! ' And Grunkle Stan was all 'You abandoned me and got 
all weird !' " 

"Yes, that is exactly what happened." 

"Think this'll be our last summer in Gravity Falls?" Mabel asked, 
looking over at Dipper after they both spit out their 
toothpaste . 

"Wha?" 

"I mean... you know. College coming up ... things ' 11 be 
different ..." 

"We'll still have summer breaks, stupid. Don't worry about it," he 
elbowed her, "last time you did that, a demon took over the 
town . " 

Mabel grinned. 

"It worked out okay, though. Right?" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Dipper knew he was dreaming. He stood on the shoreline of what 
looked like an island. Water lapped at soaked smooth stones, tickling 
his bare feet. A jungle stood behind him, wild and thick. No wind, no 
animal noises. Silent. <p> 


His entire body went cold, numb, when he realized. 



Everything was gray. 


Despite the common myth that dreams were only in black and white. 
Dipper found that he always dreamed in color. Even his frequent 
nightmares were awash in color, gleaming yellows and blood reds and 
fiery, deal-making blues. 

The only time his dreams were without color was whena€ | 

"No, " Dipper shook his head, wrapping his arms around himself, "no no 
no no. You're supposed to be dead! Gr...Grunkle Ford said you weren't 
coming back!" 

"THAT OLD CODGER THINKS HE KNOWS EVERYTHING!" a familiar voice 
reverberated around him, making his heart nearly stop in his chest. 

He whipped around, searching desperately, not wanting to be caught 
off guard again. 

"Where are you?! Come out! Face... face me like a 
man ! " 

"A-HAHAHAHAHAH ! " the voice cackled, the sound drumming into Dipper's 
bones, "I'M NOT A MAN, KID! HAS IT BEEN SO LONG THAT YOU'VE 
FORGOTTEN? BUT YOU..." 

Blue fire erupted in front of him, and as it dissipated, the familiar 
yellow shape was before him. 

"You've SPROUTED, Pine Tree!" 

"What ... what ' s your angle here. Bill?" Dipper asked, trying to hide 
the fear in his voice. Bill's eye gleamed in amusement. 

"Is that some kind of TERRIBLE PUN? BECAUSE IT'S _TERRIBLE_ ! DON'T 
USE IT AGAIN or I'll have to DISASSEMBLE your body into bloody, 
MARSHMALLOW-SIZED BITS and EAT THEM in my CEREAL! JUST KIDDING! OR AM 
I ? " 


Bill floated around him, appraising him with that one, searching eye 
Dipper watched him closely. He was ... smaller than Dipper remembered. 
Only the size of his hand. Not only that, but his usual golden gleam 
seemed now to be a dull yellow, barely pulsing when he talked. And 
even his voice, as loud and annoying as ever, didn't seem to echo 
with the same intensity as Dipper remembered. 

"You can't disassemble anything. You're in the Mindscape. You're in 
my dream . " 

"YEAH AND IT'S PRETTY FUCKING BORING," Bill swept his cane to 
indicate the visage of an admittedly rather stereotypical deserted 
island, "STILL NOT MUCH OF AN IMAGINATION AFTER ALL THESE YEARS." 

"I thought you were dead," Dipper said, his fear turning into rage, 
disappointment at himself, at Ford, for being so wrong, "it was 
supposed to be thousands of years before you reformed." 

"SIXER told you that, RIGHT? He's WRONG about LOTS OF THINGS!" 

"Like being your friend?" 



"EXACTLY like that!" Bill laughed his usual annoying laugh, but it 
trailed off softly in a way Dipper had never heard from him before. 
The demon closed his eye and sighed, leaning against his 
cane . 

Suddenly, a surge of hope cut through Dipper's panic as he 
realized. . . 

"You're weak," he said, and Bill's eye shot open again, its pupil a 
thin slit, "you're not at your full power. Not at all." 

"Kid, you've never SEEN ME at my FULL POWER," he retorted, his eye 
flaring black. 

"Bullshit. I saw you at your full power and still managed to kick 
your ass." 

" * * you DIDN'T KICK ANYTHING!**" Dipper gasped and fell back as Bill 
grew, his body burning red and engulfed in flame, until he towered 
over the boy, his voice growing deep and gravelly and pounding like a 
drum through Dipper's very being, "**I WAS TRICKED ****by THOSE TWO 
DECREPIT SACKS OF SKIN YOU CALL FAMILY! ****YOU SHOULD BE DEAD! 

* * * * YOU SHOULD ALL BE DEAD!"** 

He towered and burned over Dipper for another few seconds, before 
popping back to his former size. Even through his fear. Dipper saw 
that Bill's eye drooped. 

"Haha, lots of FUN, that whole thing, " the demon sighed, "But it was 
a DIRTY TRICK and did end in my molecules being SCATTERED ACROSS 
SPACE! DON'T THINK I'VE FORGOTTEN! I FORGET NOTHING! Not even the 
movie DREAMCATCHER ! It was SO HORRIBLE! That's the PRICE YOU PAY for 
OMNIPOTENCE, AM I RIGHT?" 

"If your molecules were scattered across space, how are you back?" 
the boy cautiously stood and dusted himself off. 

"The MINUTE your Uncle's MEMORIES CAME BACK, I was able to start 
PULLING MYSELF TOGETHER. BLAME THE OLD MAN! Or better yet, BLAME YOU 
AND YOUR SISTER! I'D PROBABLY STILL BE STARDUST IF YOU HAD LEFT HIM 
AN AMNESIAC! A-AHAHAHAHA ! LIFE is SO FUNNY, ISN'T IT?" 

"But still! So quickly? You shouldn't have been able to reform so 
qu i - " 

A tiny black hand against his lips stopped him from speaking any 
further . 

Bill's fingers were as cold as ice. 

"BELIEVE IT OR NOT, that's what I brought you here to talk 
about . " 

"... what . " 

He stared suspiciously at the triangle, whose hands now rested on the 
top of his cane, eye staring almost earnestly up at him. 


"OKAY, SO... in all HONESTY, I shouldn't have been ABLE to reform SO 
QUICKLY. I am FANTASTIC, but not quite so FANTASTIC as to TRANSCEND 



THE NATURAL ORDER OF THE UNIVERSE!" Bill's yellow form flashed 
briefly into an image of deep space, dotted with galaxies. He pointed 
the tip of his cane at Dipper, "SOMETHING'S GOING DOWN, KID, AND IT'S 
NOT MY DOING." 

"You're saying something's pulling you back together quicker than 
natural ? " 

"WOW, YOU GOT IT!" Bill exclaimed sarcastically, "WANT A PRIZE? How 
about a HEAD THAT'S ALWAYS - a€ i .WAIT, I already GAVE YOU one of those 
once, HUH? Feels like it's been FOREVER. MEMORY kind of gets all 
LOOPY when two BRATS and their SENILE OLD UNCLES DISSOLVE YOUR VERY 
BEING! " 

"You tried to kill us!" 

"YEAH, because you were being DIFFICULT! I never REALLY wanted to 
KILL YOU, I LIKE you and Shooting Star TOO MUCH to WANT THAT! BUT IF 
THE DOG KEEPS BITING, YOU GOTTA PUT IT DOWN, RIGHT?" 

"Oh my god. Okay. Just tell me what you wanted to talk about so we 
can end this conversation. What could possibly have pulled you 
together so quickly? Is it something in Gravity Falls? Because I'm 
going to find it and destroy it." 

"TOO LATE, KID, I'M ALREADY BACK! Just not quite as POWERFUL," Bill 
twirled his cane nonchalantly, "AND I HAVE NO IDEA. Part of my being 
weaker means I'm not quite as ... OMNIPOTENT as before." 

"Sucks to be you, " Dipper scowled, "Why the hell did you want to tell 
me anything of this? I don't get what you want out of it." 

"Whatever is causing this possesses CONSIDERABLE ARCANE POWER, and 
it's coming from THIS TOWN! It's something that you fleshbags should 
be KIND OF WORRIED ABOUT!" 

"You can't be serious," Dipper scowled, jabbing at the tiny 
triangular form with one outstretched finger. Bill recoiled slightly, 
looking more offended that should be possible for a triangle with one 
eye, "You can't possibly think that I'd be so stupid as to believe 
you're doing this because you're worried about humans!" 

"YEESH, kid!" Bill swatted Dipper's finger away with a deft, and 
surprisingly painful, smack of his cane, ignoring Dipper's tiny 
cry, "AS A MATTER OF FACT, I DO THINK YOU'RE THAT STUPID! But NO, 
THAT'S NOT WHY I'm doing this! WHATEVER this is, it's BAD NEWS for me 
too ! " 

"How in the world could it be bad news for you when it's reassembling 
you?" Dipper asked, sucking on his finger. Bill was 
uncharacterist ically quiet for a moment, studying the ground 
intently . 

"FINE, kid. I'll lay all my CARDS OUT ON THE TABLE," he finally 
answered, reclining in midair with his hands behind what Dipper 
assumed could be called his head, "just to show you how SERIOUS this 
is. SOMEONE or maybe even SOMETHING has been SUMMONING ME for YEARS. 
OVER AND OVER AGAIN. DAILY, probably." 


"But you can't be summoned if you're not whole..." Dipper trailed off 



uncertainly . 


"YOU GOT IT, TOOTS, " Bill answered gleefully and Dipper reeled at the 
name, "ALL THIS CONSTANT SUMMONING, ALL THE POWER THAT'S BEING PUT 
INTO IT, HAS BEEN PULLING ME BACK TOGETHER about a MILLION TIMES 
faster than what's NORMAL. But what is NORMAL anyway, RIGHT? HAHAHA! 
ANYWAY," he continued, noting Dipper's impatient expression, "I'm 
still not STRONG enough yet to appear anywhere but HERE." 

"The Mindscape." 

"YOUR Mindscape, " he corrected, tapping Dipper on the head with his 
cane and apparently relishing in the boy's flinch, "I'M LIMITED TO 
THE SCAPES I'VE SPENT THE MOST TIME IN, and then only within the 
BORDERS OF THIS TOWN. SO. That narrows it down to YOU AND FORDSY, and 
only as LONG AS YOU'RE IN GRAVITY FALLS. And SOMETHING TOLD ME your 
Uncle wouldn't be quite as OPEN-MINDED as you!" 

"You mean you think I'm stupider than him," Dipper spat. Bill looked 
a little surprised. 

"YOU GOT IT ALL WRONG, KID. SIXER and I have kind of a... STORIED 
PAST. If I POPPED INTO HIS DREAMS, he'd probably PUNCH HIMSELF in the 
DICK to wake up so he wouldn't have to TALK TO ME. Then he'd spend 
the next THREE WEEKS without sleep, trying to figure out how to GET 
RID OF ME again. But YOU'RE different. Pine Tree! You'll LISTEN! You 
won't let our hilarious PAST keep you from potentially SAVING the 
FUTURE. That's what I LIKE about you, kid!" 

"I haven't, and won't, agree to anything. Besides, it still doesn't 
make sense. You'll eventually be strong enough to be summoned. Isn't 
that what you want? Access into our world again? Create another 
Weirdmageddon? Turn more people into armchairs?" 

"HAHA, I NEVER REPEAT THE SAME ACT TWICE, PINE TREE! No, your world 
would have something ENTIRELY DIFFERENT and probably MORE TERRIBLE in 
store for it! If that's WHAT I WAS GONNA DO! BUT! IT'S NOT!" 

"Get to the point. Bill." 

Bill shot a momentary glare at Dipper before letting it go and 
chuckling again. 

"YOU'VE REALLY GROWN, KID. LISTEN, I don't know WHO IS SUMMONING ME, 
but I CAN SENSE there's GREAT POWER BEHIND IT and... GREAT KNOWLEDGE. 

A BINDING CIRCLE has already been PREPARED." 

"A binding circle?" 

"Like the ZODIAC you and your buddies FAILED SO HILARIOUSLY at 
ACTIVATING. THE RIGHT KIND OF BINDING CIRCLE COULD TRAP ME, MAKE ME 
DO WHATEVER THE BINDER WANTED." 

"Sounds like a win for the human race, " the boy crossed his arms and 
Bill sighed, his voice gaining an irate edge. 

"YOU STILL DON'T UNDERSTAND, DO YOU KID? NO ONE summons an 
ALL-POWERFUL, EONS-OLD DEMON just to keep it locked in a TRUNK OR 
SOMETHING. THEY SUMMON IT because they WANT SOMETHING. SOMETHING BIG. 
EVEN IF THEY STARTED OUT WITH THE BEST INTENTIONS ... WELL, YOU HUMANS 



CAN'T RESIST A LITTLE POWER, CAN YOU?" 


"I can't believe you think we're still simple and weak, after 
everything you've seen us do," he glared at the triangle, who seemed 
unphased, "what exactly do you want me to do about all this? Are you 
so desperate that you had to call on your arch nemesis for 
help? " 

"ARCH NEMESIS!" Bill barked a laugh, and Dipper couldn't help but 
feel a little embarrassed, "Don't FLATTER YOURSELF, kid! I've MADE 
and CRUSHED more POWERFUL ENEMIES than YOU since BEFORE YOUR PLANET 
was EVEN BORN!" 

"But now you're depending on me." 

"TRUE, " the demon admitted, and it took the boy back a little, "You 
like SOLVING MYSTERIES, right? It's kind of YOUR THING. Find out WHO 
or WHAT is doing this. MAKE THEM STOP. DESTROY the BINDING CIRCLE. 
I'll REGENERATE slower, but at least I won't be a PUPPET. And you 
won't have to worry about ANYONE using my ARCANE POWER for NEFARIOUS 
PURPOSES. I won't even VISIT YOUR DREAMS anymore! WELL... maybe just 
ONCE IN A WHILE, HUH? FOR OLD TIME'S SAKE!" 

"You want me to destroy something that could finally keep you in 
line?" Dipper asked, dumbfounded. 

"YEAH KID, THAT'S WHAT I'VE BEEN TRYING TO-" 

"I'm not falling for your tricks. Bill!" Dipper shouted over the 
demon, his blood boiling with fear and rage, "and I'm not helping 
you! You _deserve _to be bound and controlled. Actually, you deserve 
_worse_ than that, but if this is all we get. I'll fucking take 

it . " 

Dipper had been bracing himself for Bill to explode in a fiery rage, 
balloon into a huge monster, glare with hatred down at Dipper with 
one furious eye gone tar black. 

But Bill simply floated in front of him, unreadable and silent. 

The two stared at each other for a long while. Dipper was feeling 
more than a little uncomfortable, which he guessed was what Bill was 
trying to accomplish. 

Just when Dipper was finally about to speak. Bill broke the agonizing 
silence, his voice unusually soft. 

"I'll be back tomorrow night, kid." 

His form shimmered, distorted, and then disappeared, leaving Dipper 
standing alone on the dull, gray beach. 


2 . Waking Up 

**In which I really don't have time to write slash fanfiction of a 
children's cartoon show, but I do it anyway because reasons.** 



><p>Grunkle Ford was so <em>happy<em> . 


He'd come a long way from the sour, stoic man that had stepped out of 
the dimensional portal all those years ago. Dipper knew Ford was 
still haunted by his past; who wasn't? But reuniting with his family, 
reforging his relationship with his brother, had smoothed the edges 
of the otherwise prickly personality he had once possessed. 

And, as sappy and stupid as it was. Dipper didn't want to ruin that 
by telling him about the visitations he'd been having all week. Bill 
had caused them all some sort of lasting trauma, and. Dipper 
suspected, none more than Ford, who had been the only one among them 
who had once called the demon friend. 

Part of him wondered, and definitely wished, if all these nighttime 
visions hadn't just been extremely detailed nightmares. He'd 
certainly had nightmares about Bill before. But he remembered the 
gray, remembered Bill's almost gratingly long expositions, remembered 
it all, even upon waking. 

He had to accept that it had happened. . .but that didn't mean he had 
to tell anyone. 

"Dipper, " Mabel elbowed him a bit too enthusiastically in the 
stomach, simultaneously snapping him out of his reverie and knocking 
the wind out of him, "what's wrong with you? You've been so quiet 
lately! Even the other day when you caught that tiny adorable lake 
monster, you barely even gloated!" 

"That wasn't a lake monster, Mabel. That was an axolotl. The only 
mystery there is why there's once this far north." 

"I named him Gregory Frill-face," she nodded proudly at the little 
creature swimming in the small aquarium against the wall, "seriously, 
bro, you can tell me what's wrong." 

"Nothing, really. Just . . . I dunno . Tired?" 

Well, the tired part wasn't _technically_ a lie. 

"Get some sleep, bro-bro. Tomorrow we're going to help Soos build a 
kappa using a taxidermy turtle and a bucket! And tape! So much 
tape ! " 

Dipper watched her tromp off before frowning down at his bed. He'd 
debated chugging energy drinks and coffee all day, maybe even asking 
Mabel to make some of her (now patented) Mabel Juice... but history 
had taught him that he would have to fall asleep at some point 
anyway, and with Mabel Juice there was always the hazard of 
hallucinating and/or choking on plastic dinosaurs. 

And admittedly, part of him was ... curious . He didn't believe Bill's 
warning for a second, of course, but if the demon was right about a 
binding circle ... he ' d been mulling this over for a while. Maybe he 
could find whoever was summoning Bill, help them bind him. Destroy 
him . 

Or, if Bill was lying about the whole thing, maybe he could figure 
out how to make a circle himself. He'd studied arcane symbology, 
among other things, for four years. He figured he had a pretty good 



jumping off point. 

Now perhaps would be the time to make the Trickster into the Tricked 
That's how they'd managed to defeat Bill all the times in the past, 
after all . 

Dipper closed his eyes, and hoped for good dreams that he knew 
wouldn't come. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"I mean, YOU KNOW, it's becoming a LITTLE URGENT," Bill growled 
in frustration, circling Dipper in the Mindscape . <p> 

This time Dipper's dream had manifested into a comfortable sitting 
room. Dipper didn't quite know if that was his doing or Bill's, but 
he had to admit, it was pretty cozy. A gray fire cast white light on 
a dark rug, warming Dipper's feet as he paced in front of the 
fireplace . 

"How urgent are we talking?" 

"I'm growing STRONGER EVERY DAY, KID. Which normally WOULD BE GREAT. 
BUT IN THIS CASE, it's just gonna lead to my CAPTURE and your 
EVENTUAL DOOM. SO, NOT SO great." 

Dipper did notice a difference. Bill's gleam had become brighter 
since the first night, his voice echoing with more 
intensity . 

"Explain this whole binding thing to me." 

"COME ON, KID, I thought YOU KNEW this stuff, " Bill rubbed his eye i 
annoyance, "do I have to EXPLAIN every LITTLE THING to you?" 

"Only if you want my help," he answered smugly. That earned him a 
one-eyed glare, but Bill floated in front of the fire and 
contemplated it for a moment. 

"Okay, so, TO BE HONEST, I'm not EXACTLY SURE what kind of RITUAL 
THEY'RE USING. My POWERS aren't what they USED TO BE since you, YOU 
KNOW, KILLED ME." 

"Not so full of yourself anymore, huh?' Dipper asked, aware that he 
was blatantly gloating but too smug to stop himself. Bill still 
scared the shit out of him, but it was becoming more and more 
apparent that the demon was near powerless, desperate. And if he 
could get to him while he was bound... he could nip this problem in 
the bud before it grew any larger. 

"YOU KNOW, you've become QUITE THE SNARKY ASS, PINE TREE," Bill 
snapped, floating up to Dipper's eye level, "it'd be CUTE if this 
wasn't SO SERIOUS." 

"I'm not cute," Dipper fired back defensively, "and this really only 
sounds serious for you. I mean... once you're summoned and bound, can 
you be killed? For good, I mean? Is that why you're so 
afraid? " 


Dipper was suddenly aware he had asked those questions much too 



enthusiastically. Bill narrowed his eye at him. 


"I'm not an IDIOT, kid, I KNOW WHAT YOU'RE UP TO even WITHOUT SEEING 
INTO YOUR MIND. You really think I'd TELL YOU about all this if I 
could be KILLED?" 

"Fine, then tell me, how would this binding circle control you? How 
does this mysterious person or thing or whatever hope to control an 
ancient space demon?" 

"I wouldn't NECESSARILY be CONTROLLED PHYSICALLY," Bill sighed, "I'd 
be RENDERED INERT and they'd be ABLE TO ACCESS MY POWER. Which is, I 
ADMIT, negligible at THE MOMENT. But EVENTUALLY it'll GROW BACK to 
its normal BRAIN-SHATTERING, ANEURYSM-INDUCING MAGNIFICENCE, and 
whoever this is WILL BE A FORCE TO BE RECKONED WITH." 

"And if you're right about whoever this is wanting to destroy the 
world... even if you're under their control, isn't that something 
you'd jump at?" 

"DESTROYING THE WORLD on SOMEONE ELSE ' S TERMS?" Bill chuckled and 
crossed his spindly arms, "I DON'T THINK SO, KID." 

Dipper had a thousand more questions, but Bill was already agitated. 
The entity was certainly chatty, but he seemed to dislike having to 
disclose so much information all at once, and Dipper wondered, for 
the sake of a good night's sleep, if it might be better not to annoy 
him too much. 

"Any idea where to start?" Dipper asked cautiously, and Bill 
immediately perked up, his eye gleaming and his body glowing slightly 
brighter . 

"THOUGHT YOU'D NEVER ASK, KID!" he said giddily and snapped his 
fingers, pulling up a map of the town. He pointed to an area with the 
tip of his cane, "I'm FEELING THE PULL from SOMEWHERE IN THIS AREA, 
if I'M RIGHT. AND I USUALLY AM! Just DO WHAT YOU HAVE TO. DESTROY the 
BINDING CIRCLE. FIND OUT WHO'S DOING THIS, CUT OFF HIS GENITALS and 
MAKE HIM DEVOUR THEM! Or if it's a LADY, sweat and stammer AWKWARDLY 
because YOU'RE PATHETIC WITH WOMEN. A-HAHAHAHAHAHAHA ! NO BUT 
SERIOUSLY, EVISCERATE HER THEN HANG HER WITH HER OWN 
INTESTINES . " 

Moments like this reminded Dipper of why he had been rightly 
terrified of Bill Cipher in the first place. 


><p>Dipper had decided to tell Mabel about the dreams, and about his 
plan to take down Bill before he became a bigger threat. He had 
trusted her with most of his secrets throughout his life and she'd 
proven herself to be dependable and back him up on numerous 
occasions. But, watching her as she paced back and forth in the 
clearing, he reckoned that telling her may have been a 
mistake . <p> 

As she paced, her hands switched between tugging on her sweater, her 
hair, her arms, even her face. Dipper couldn't help but feel guilty. 
After all, he and Ford hadn't been the only ones affected by Bill. 
The last time Mabel had been in Bill's grasp, he had literally been 



half a second away from murdering her. If not for Grunkle 
Stan . . . 


"Why didn't you tell me before!" she groaned, her eyes avoiding the 
Bill statue that still sat placidly, and (to Dipper's chagrin) still 
intact in the clearing. 

"I don't know, I just... I just didn't want to bother anybody! 

Everyone is so happy!" 

"That's because they don't know that their arch-nemesis is back!" 

"I called him my arch-nemesis and he laughed in my face," Dipper 
admitted sullenly. Mabel shook her head and kicked a rock at the 
statue . 

"What a dick." 

"You're telling me. But Mabel, this could be our opportunity to take 
him down for good. He'll be bound and vulnerable and we can punch him 
out of existence, just like Grunkle Stan did. But in the physical 
realm ! " 

"I have always wanted to punch that smug little triangle out of 
existence, " Mabel looked up with a determined expression, her fists 
clenched in subconscious preparation. 

"And this could be our chance!" Dipper exclaimed, standing and 
brushing off his shorts, "I don't know about you, but I don't wanna 
just sit back and let Bill return to he can run amok 
unchecked . " 

"What about the ritual dudes though? If someone really is bringing 
him back-" 

"He's lying, Mabel. Whoever is doing this probably just wants to bind 
him so he'll be stuck and won't be able to kill people or make them 
insane or replace their organs with eels or whatever. He's trying to 
use me to save himself, like I ' d be stupid enough to believe him. So 
I say we find this person and help them. Then we won't have to worry 
Ford or Stan with any of this mess. Deal?" 

They stood silently in the clearing together, both regarding Bill's 
statue, its hand still outstretched, seeming to reach desperately 
toward them. 

Mabel looked at Dipper and nodded, grinning. 

"Deal . " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"The Gravity Falls History Museum? Bill said it'd be here?" Mabel 
asked, turning to look at Dipper. Dipper shrugged, shielding his eyes 
with his hand against the setting sun so he could see 
her . <p> 

"According to the map he showed me. I jotted it down from memory 
after I woke up, " he unfurled the piece of scrap paper from his 
pocket and studied it, "unless I remembered wrong, this has got to be 



it . " 


"Well, this was where those Blind Eye freaks were holed up. I bet you 
a billion balls of kitten yarn that the binding circle is down in 
their old hideout." 

"What's kitten yarn?" 

"Yarn made from the shed fur of baby cats. Dipper!" she smiled and 
shook her head as if he was a simpleton as he rolled his eyes, "come 
on, smart guy!" 

Getting into the museum was an almost pathetically easy task. No 
alarm system, no guards, all it took was Mabel and a hairpin to get 
them in. They made their way down the corridors to the Eye Room, into 
the secret passageway that led below the museum. 

The whole place was dark and dusty, and Dipper struggled not to 
sneeze adorably. 

"I don't know, bro-bro, this place looks like no one's been down here 
since ... well , since we were," Mabel whispered, grasping onto her 
brother's arm for guidance as he led the way. 

"Yeah, I... wait, hold on. There's a light up ahead. I think that was 
the ritual room, remember?" 

They snuck in past the heavy tapestries, hiding behind a maze of long 
unused tubing that ran close to the wall. 

The edges of the circular room were in darkness, but a chandelier in 
the center lit the scene below. Cloaked and hooded figures stood like 
pillars in a circle underneath. Between them, the twins could see 
something gleaming on the floor; a circle drawn in glutinous dark 
red. And in the center of that ... glimpses of something smooth and 
pale that lay on the ground. 

The figures had been chanting, they realized, so softly as to be 
practically unheard. But the chants were picking up in speed and 
tempo, a slow incline until their combined voices seemed as one, a 
loud, echoing hymn reverberating through the room. 

A spider skittered up one of the tubes in front of them as if in a 
bid to escape the noise... but its movements began to slow, until it 
was seemingly frozen in place. 

All color drained away. Dipper and Mabel looked uneasily at one 
another . 

With a violent crackle of electricity arching from within the circle 
and a burst of blue fire. Bill appeared above the chanters. Dipper 
didn't know why, but he had expected the demon to 
look . . . afraid . 

Instead, Bill looked _pissed. _ 

His body was a burning blood red ember, his eye black and inky and 
screwed up in rage. Azure fire still blazed around him, so intense 
that it was nearly white in its center. 



" * *ENOUGH ! * * " he roared, his voice monstrous, as he flung his arms 
aside. It was obviously enough to shake the chanters, whose 
vocalizations tapered off uneasily. 

"DO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA WHO YOU'RE DEALING WITH?" Bill glared down at 
the figures, his pupil a murderous slit, "A BINDING CIRCLE? SUMMONING 
ME ONLY TO TRAP ME! OHO, YEAH, YOU BET I'M ON TO YOU! IF YOU DON'T 
WANT YOUR * *MI SERABLE LIVES** TO BECOME A CARNIVAL OF PURE 
NIGHTMARES, I SUGGEST-" 

He was cut off by a deep, confident voice issuing from one of the 
chanters, rumbling some unknown and arcane spell Dipper had never 
heard before. Bill's body began twitching, distorting, and the demon 
screamed . 

Dipper couldn't tell if it was with rage or with pain... or 
both . 

Mabel made to move forward, but Dipper put a hand on her shoulder and 
held her back. She looked at him with wide eyes and he shook his 
head . 

Bill seemed to be struggling to keep himself together. The formerly 
gray room flashed with the colors of his exertion, gold and red and 
blue. His pupil had retracted to a barely visible line of crimson, 
his bricks falling apart and reforming, his limbs disappearing and 
reappearing, sometimes in numbers greater than before. He shrieked in 
a garbled tongue, so loud and primal and_ nameless_ that Dipper and 
Mabel winced at its unfamiliar timbre, slapping their hands to their 
ears. The colors became too bright, the demon's desperate and 
dissolving jerks too violent, and it wasn't long before they had to 
tightly close their eyes as well, burying their faces into each 
other's shoulders for some sort of protection and relief. 

And then ... silence . 

Mabel was the first to look up, her eyes peeking above the top of her 
brother's hat. The world was back to normal. The spider on the tube 
near them began to crawl again and the room was saturated with its 
usual color. 

"It is done," one of the chanters proclaimed confidently, "bring the 
daggers . " 

At that. Dipper lifted his head as well. The chanters disbanded their 
tight circle, and in their former center, the two teenagers could see 
a pale, naked body, spread-eagle in the center of the blood zodiac 
scrawled on the floor. They stared, then glanced at each other in 
confusion . 

A chanter returned, carrying with him a box held open. Another 
gathered four sharp daggers from the open box... and wasted no time in 
plunging one into the figure's left hand, pinning it to the 
ground . 

Mabel gasped and Dipper slapped a hand over her mouth, but her 
exclamation had been covered by a loud groan in a high voice. 

Dipper's blood ran cold. 


Bill's voice . 



The chanter continued around the body, pinning the other hand, then 
the feet, into the ground with the daggers. Its chest rose and fell 
quickly . 

"You are bound, demon. There will be no more trickery. You are a 
thrall of humans now and will serve us as we see fit." 

A weak, sardonic laugh escaped from the body, followed by a wet 
sounding cough. The chanters milled around uneasily, glancing at one 
another. The lead chanter continued. 

"You'll be chained down here until you regain enough of your power 
for us to harness. And then, this world will be ours." 

Dipper and Mabel stared at each other in horror. 

Bill had been telling the truth. 

"You festering piles of bacteria wouldn't know how to rule the world 
if the world came up to you and said 'Nice to meetcha, I'm The World, 
here's how you rule me," Bill's weak voice spat from somewhere in the 
middle of the chanters. 

There was a steely silence in the room after that statement, until 
one of the chanters muttered a spell that sent blue lightning through 
the air and shrieks from the body on the floor. Through the gathered 
figures. Dipper and Mabel could see the pale form writhing against 
the currents, stuck in place by the daggers. 

Mabel stared at Dipper in wide-eyed terror, her expression obviously 
saying _'we have to do something Dipper just shook his head in 
mute disbelief, his heart racing. 

He was listening to someone being tortured. 

But wasn't that what Bill had wanted to do to them? What he had done 
to Ford? 

The chanter didn't let up, and soon others joined in, their combined 
voices drowned by the chaotic crackle of electricity and Bill's 
inhuman screams. The circle glowed, the chandelier's lightbulbs 
popped, long-dormant dust whipped up into an indoor cyclone and the 
screams were carried on its winds, shrill and haunting. 

It wasn't long before Dipper realized Mabel wasn't beside him 
anymore . 

Panicked, he searched for her among the room... then saw her right as 
she swept the head chanter's legs out from under him with a loose 
pipe . 

The din and chaos immediately died down as the spells sputtered to a 
stop. Mabel stood above the prone chanter, chest heaving in anger and 
adrenaline, holding the pipe above him threateningly. 

"Stop it!" she commanded. 


Dipper sprang into action before he really knew what he was doing, 
sure that Mabel was about to be attacked herself. He joined her by 



her side, fecklessly grabbing anything that could be considered a 
weapon. In this case, a comically tiny letter opener. 

"Stay... stay back!" he brandished the dull blade, "I'll stab all of 
you right in your faces ! " 

"Yeah!" Mabel screamed triumphantly, "right in your dumb_ 
faces !_" 

All was still for a few moments as the twins held their weapons 
aloft, staring down the chanters, who presumably, under their hoods, 
stared back. And then, to the siblings' utter surprise, the hooded 
figures scrambled to the door, tearing and clawing at one another in 
a desperate bid to flee. 

Dipper and Mabel were too stunned to comprehend what was happening, 
and before they knew it, the chanters had disappeared down the 
hall. 

"Hey... hey, come back!" Mabel yelled after finally gathering her wits 
about her, "I'll go after them, you stay with him!" and with that, 
she sprinted after them, still brandishing the pipe wildly. 

"Mabel!" Dipper yelled after her, making to follow, then hesitating 
as he heeded her words, "stay witha€|?" 

He looked at the floor. 

Oh . 

_Him._ 

The body pinned by its hands and feet was that of a boy, probably 
even a year or two younger than Dipper himself. What skin wasn't 
marred by black, geometric tattoos was pale, dotted with blood and 
bits of char. The singed hair was golden blond and disheveled, the 
eyes closed and the mouth open slightly. He studied the figure for 
what seemed like a long while, his breath caught in his throat. 

Was hea€ i ? 

The chest moved with shallow breaths and the long, thick eyelashes 
fluttered ever so slightly. 

Unconscious. But alive. 

Dipper looked nervously at the daggers sticking from the boy's palms, 
his own hands ghosting over the hilt of the nearest like an erratic 
butterfly . 

"Oh man," he muttered, "I don't know what to do, I don't know what to 
do ! " 

"I do," Mabel's voice came from the doorway. She sighed and dropped 
the pipe, "they were long gone by the time I made it upstairs. I 
don't know why they ran away from us. How is hea€|?" 

"I don't know, Mabel," he responded slowly, hands still twitching 
uncertainly toward the dagger hilt, "he's breathing, but..." 



"Is this Bill?" she asked, sitting beside him, her eyes never leaving 
the boy. 

"I think so, yeah... this must have been what he meant by 
binding ... that was definitely his voice... we should go get Grunkle 
Ford. He'll know what to do." 

"Dipper! He's been crucified! We can't just leave him like this!" 

"I mean, technically this isn't crucifixion, he's-" 

"Oh my god, whatever! He's got freaking daggers pinning him to the 
ground and he's losing a lot of blood. We have to at least unstick 
him and patch him up." 

"...do we, thougha€ | ? I mean, he is a demon who tried to kill 


"Dipper... if we leave him like this, we're no better than he 

is . " 

"Well actually, I think we are, because we never _actively tried_ to 
torture and murder him." 

"Dipper ! " 

"Fine! Okay! Jeez... I don ' t . . . uh . . . " he wiggled his fingers at the 
dagger hilt, nervously reaching toward it. Mabel rolled her eyes and 
grabbed the hilt, pulling the dagger out with a grunt. Blood spurted 
from the boy's hand and began gathering in a crimson pool in his 
palm. Mable then used the dagger to cut strips of fabric from the 
bottom of her skirt, thrusting the fabric into Dipper's 
hands . 

"Here, wrap up his wounds after I take out the daggers." 

Dipper groaned and took the clammy hand, tightly wrapping it with the 
floral-patterned fabric to stem the blood flow. They moved from limb 
to limb until all the daggers were out and all the wounds were 
wrapped. Blood stained the cloth, but it seemed to be slowing the 
flow well enough. 

"Okay, now we go get Grunkle Ford." 

"Dipper!" Mabel exclaimed again and Dipper rolled his eyes. He was 
really starting to dislike the way she said that, "we can't just 
leave him here. What if they come back for him? And he's naked and 
cold! ...really naked," she added, her eyes wide, as if just now 
realizing that the boy didn't actually have any clothes on. 

"Mabel! Demon! Triangle! Tried to murder us and destroy the world! 
Remember? " 

"Yeah, but what if it's not even Bill in this body anymore? You're 
gonna feel really bad leaving this poor naked guy here to 
die . " 

Dipper opened is mouth... then closed it again. She had a valid point. 
If whoever this was wasn't Bill... he'd be condemning them to death if 
he left him alone. Maybe something even worse. 



"Okay ... so ... what do you suggest we do?" 


"Let's get him somewhere saf ea€ i . let ' s take him to Grenda ' s house. 

She and her family are out of town for two weeks and she asked me to 
watch her iguana, so I have a key." 

"God ... fine ... let ' s find him something to wear and then get out of 
here . " 

They stole black pants, a crisp white shirt and suspenders off of a 
"Gravity Falls In The 1920s" display mannequin. Dipper refused to 
dress him, all the while his face a bright red, so Mabel, nearly 
rolling her eyes out of her skull, did the deed. Then the two stood, 
gently lifting the battered body with them and half carrying, half 
dragging it out of the room. 

The slow walk to Grenda ' s house with a dead-weight body between them 
was not a pleasant one, but luckily she didn't live far from the 
museum. After getting in, they lay towels down on the floor to 
protect it from any bloodstains, then lay the body on top of 
it . 

They regarded it with silence. 

"Now we get Grunkle Ford, " Dipper finally said, then nearly jumped 
into Mabel's arms as the boy breathed in sharply, a sudden and raspy 
sound . 

"He's waking up. Dipper," she mumbled almost curiously and leaned in 
toward him. 

The boy's eyes shot open. 

Dipper immediately pushed Mabel back protectively, ignoring her sound 
of displeasure. 

The body on the floor had one glowing yellow eye with a long pupil 
like a cat's. The other was a pure, fathomless black. The yellow eye 
stared at nothing for a moment, then roamed around the room until it 
settled on Dipper and Mabel. He parted his chapped lips, took a 
shuddering breath, and spoke in Bill Cipher's unmistakable 
voice . 

"You really fucked up this time. Pine Tree." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>And suddenly this turned into a Human! Bill fic because 
all the cool kids are doing it. But there will still be plenty of 
Triangle Bill, so no worries . <strong> 

**Thanks for reading, and as always, reviews are appreciated! They're 
what keep this bitter heart ticking.** 


3. Duct Tape Superstar 

**This will become slashy soon, I promise, I'm just, you know, 
letting plot get in the way. Chiaki27, I am writing as fast as my 



work schedule and my little brittle fingers will allow! And 
TheTrueAmerican, thank you very much for your kind review! You are a 
True American.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>It wasn't any secret that Dipper took pills for anxiety. He'd 
been a nervous guy all his life, something that one particularly 
insane summer in Gravity Falls did nothing to stem. And as he had 
grown, so had his stress levels. Panic attacks weren't uncommon. Even 
more common were nightmares of a huge creature barreling after him, 
all glowing yellow limbs and salivating black tongues and furious, 
endless eyes.<p> 

He had been pretty content in blaming Bill Cipher as the root of all 
his issues, stress related or otherwise. 

And now the literal cause of all his nightmares was sitting on the 
floor in front of him, picking at the dressings on his hands. 

"What have you done?" Dipper asked, aghast. 

Bill slowly turned his head toward Dipper, his eyes wide and 
unblinking. The movement was unnatural, strange. 

"What have _I_ done? _You're_ the one that failed. Pine Tree. 
Horribly, I might add. After all the warnings I gave you..." he 
trailed off and went back to the task of inspecting his poorly 
bandaged hands . 

"Don't mess with those, you'll make them worse," there was an 
undercurrent of sympathy in Mabel ' s voice and Dipper stared at 
her . 

"Mabel! Now is not the time to be all weirdly maternal!" 

"Stigmata, " Bill giggled and leaned over, now investigating the 
bandages on his otherwise bare feet, "hilarious! Me, of all the 
beings in the universe! Boy, now that is irony!" 

"You have some explaining to do. Bill, " Dipper snapped, trying to 
keep the demon's attention. Bill laughed and one disconcerting yellow 
eye settled on the teenager. 

"_I_ have some explaining to do! How about you, kid? Yeah, I know you 
were there. You could have stopped the ritual, but you sure knew 
best, didn't you? Thought they were doing it for the good of mankind, 
thought you could be rid of me. Punch me out of existence, 
right ? " 

"How did you ..." 

"Puh-lease, " Bill rolled his eye, "you two losers were talking about 
it right in front of me." 

"The statue!" Mabel gasped. 

"You got it, sweetheart. That was pretty much the only place I could 
see into your waking world with my usual powers all kaput. Also," he 
shot a crazed grin at Dipper, who backed away instinctively. 



"everything you tried to do to that statue, I'm going to do to 
you . " 

"Leave him alone!" Mabel demanded, "And don't call me sweetheart! 
That's intrinsic sexism and demeans women." 

"I like you," Bill nodded at her and tried to push himself to his 
feet before collapsing back onto the floor. Mabel gasped and almost 
rushed forward to help before Dipper put a hand to her shoulder to 
stop her. 

"Mabel. Seriously, you've got to stop that. It's Bill, 
remember? " 

"It's my natural reaction to help. Dipper! I'm just too nice!" she 
moaned, but stayed put. 

A gleam caught Dipper's eye; an ornate saber was displayed above the 
fireplace; most likely a gift from Marius. He stood on his tiptoes 
and dislodged it from its brackets before pointing it toward 
Bill. 

"All right. Bill. Start explaining. The binding ... you didn't tell me 
they'd be binding you to a human body." 

"What else did you think was gonna happen, kid?" Bill asked, 
seemingly have given up on trying to get to his feet. He rolled over 
on his back, his good eye staring at the ceiling, "thought they were 
gonna give me my own physical body? No one has that kind of power, 
except for me, and only then under certain circumstances. So they 
bound me to this puppet." 

"But who are you?" Mabel asked, "I mean, who is the person you're 
in?" 

"Don't know. Probably a member of the circle who did this ritual. A 
sacrifice. Mostly like a volunteer. Could even be a dead body. But 
it's all me now . " 

"But you ' re . . . he ' s . . . he ' s so young! Our age!" Dipper's voice faltered 
slightly, "who would volunteer toa€ | " 

"Oho, Pine Tree, you humans have been sacrificing yourselves 'for the 
cause' for thousands of years! Nothing new. And if in fact this body 
was chosen for this, it's precisely _because_ it's so young 
and ... good-looking? Is it good-looking? I can never understood your 
weird human beauty standards." 

He turned his head to look at Mabel quest ioningly . She pursed her 
lips and stared back, then looked at Dipper, who made a face and 
shook his head violently. She then looked back at Bill and 
sighed . 

"I'm sorry. Dipper, but my hips don't lie. Yeah, it's mega good 
looking. Or, ooh, this is a good one! 'Possessed body? More like 
possessed hottie!' Am I right? Come on, guys, this is hilarious 
stuff . " 


Dipper groaned and slapped his free hand to his forehead, but Bill 
grinned appreciatively at Mabel. 



"Well there you go. Magical rituals these days are pretty watered 
down. The ancient, more powerful ones usually involved at least one 
hot young virgin to be deflowered by every member of the ritual 
circle," he trailed off, then, ignoring Dipper and Mabel's horrified 
expressions, he added, "usually anally." 

"Waaaat, " Mabel said. 

"Oh my god, " Dipper said. Bill sat up again and shrugged. 

"Hey, don't look at me. There's any number of ways to perform magic 
and summon demons, some freaks just like to get busy while doing it. 
You humans and your sick drive to procreate! It's hilarious. And 
disgusting . " 

"Mabel, do we have something we can use to tie Bill up?" 

"I carry duct tape with me at all times. And I'm pretty sure Grenda 
has some handcuffs somewhere, but you probably don't wanna know why," 
Mabel shrugged. Dipper blanched and Bill frowned. 

"You can't really be thinking tying me up! After what you nitwits 
just put me through!" 

"What we put you through! As far as I'm concerned, you deserve any 
hardship you get. Bill!" 

"Yeah!" Mabel added, "besides, we scared away those chant-y guys and 
bandaged you up and brought you here! We've done more than we could 
have . " 

"And you thinka€"wait , 'scared away the chant-y guys'? You got them 
to run?" 

"Yeah?" Dipper asked, "why does that matter? We ran at them, to stop 
them from torturing you, by the way. They were probably just 
startled . " 

Bill stared at him as if he was looking at a particularly retarded 
amoeba . 

"A bunch of guys who prepare a sacrifice and purposefully summon and 
capture a _demon_ aren't going to be startled by two kids popping out 
of the shadows at them. What a moron. Well! Anyway, that's 
interesting information. We might need that." 

"What? We? Need for what?" 

"As eloquent as ever. Pine Tree, " Bill said snarkily, his tone of 
voice at odds with his appearance as he awkwardly tried to push 
himself up again, ending up in with his hands and feet on the floor 
and his back arched in the air as if in some bizarre yoga pose. His 
stance was reminiscent of a frightened cat and blood began seeping 
onto the floor from his aggravated wounds, "we're going to find out 
who those people were and get them to undo this. As in, you two are 
going to help me. It's really the least you could do." 


If 


"You have got to be 



"You're making it worse!" Mabel snapped at Bill and gently pushed him 
back down into a sitting position. He looked surprised as she 
inspected one of his hands, "you two stay here and don't kill each 
other. We need to doctor these wounds up before he bleeds out. 

Dipper, yell if Bill tries to eat your face off." 

She quickly bounded up the stairs and out of sight. The two watched 
her disappear for a moment, then looked at one another. 

"I like your sister," Bill remarked, digging a finger into the wound 
on his right palm and giving an odd wince-grin at the sensation. 
Dipper scowled. 

"That didn't stop you from almost killing her!" 

"Relax, kid. It was all business, nothing personal! I mean, sure, 
okay, a little personal. I mean, I had to teach Sixer a lesson, 
didn't I? Besides, there are thing soooo much worse than death. I 
think you're just jealous because I like her more than I like 
you . " 

"Why would I be jealous! I don't want you to like me!" 

"Breaking my heart, kid, " Bill smirked and made a heart shape over 
his chest by bringing together his bloody thumbs and 
forefingers . 

Dipper was searching for a clever retort when Mabel came bounding 
down the stairs, first-aid kit in hand. 

"Okay! Doctor Mabel's Clinic is open for business!" 

Dipper made sure to hold the saber at Bill's neck as Mabel cleaned 
and disinfected his wounds, re-binding them tightly with copious 
amounts of gauze and bandaging. 

"You really should go to a hospital for those, " she said as she 
pulled off her disposable gloves, "but I don't think they take demons 
bound to sacrificial bodies." 

"Funny story, they don't!" Bill flexed his fingers and toes, seeming 
delighted, but then a little disappointed that he couldn't prod at 
the lacerations any longer. 

"Let's kill him." 

Bill and Mabel looked up at Dipper. The teen stood resolutely, though 
the saber rattled slightly in his trembling hand. 

"That'll solve all this, right? Killing this body will release you 
and you'll be back to your old self and too weak to cause any harm. 

We ' re . . . we ' re going to kill you. Bill." 

"And ruin Shooting Star's excellent doctoring? What a waste!" Bill 
struggled to his feet, ignoring the sword tip Dipper kept pointed at 
him. With some difficulty and awkward swaying. Bill managed to stand. 
He approached Dipper, wincing slightly at every step. 


He was smaller than Dipper, but had the sort of ' fox-with-rabies ' 
expression that was instinctively intimidating. 



"Well? Go ahead. Pine Tree. Kill me! According to your deductions 
it'll solve aallll your problems. Go on!" 


He grabbed hold of the saber's blade and stuck the tip against the 
left side of his chest, pressing himself forward enough for it to 
pierce his skin. Bright blood began blooming across the white cotton 
of his shirt. Dipper gaped and Bill stared at him unblinkingly , still 
grinning. Dipper trembled and finally lowered the weapon to his 
side . 

"I can't." 

"Of course you can't. Besides, there's a demon in this body now. It 
can't just be killed through normal means, especially not from a weak 
little land grub like you. And even if it did die, who knows what 
could happen!" 

"I thought you knew everything." 

"I never said that," he held up a bloody finger in correction, "I 
only said I knew lots of things. Which I do! But lots doesn't equal 
all, not by a long shot." 

"Fine. Then we're taking you to Ford. He'll know what to do." 

At that, what little color Bill's pale face had drained away. He 
raised his heavily bandaged hands in protest. 

"I'm not sure that's a great idea. Sixer has a mild beef with me, 
don't know if you remember. If he got his freaky hands on me like 
this, he'd do worse than what those ritual holders were 
doing . " 

"Sounds like a Bill problem, not a Pines problem. Mabel?" 

Suddenly Mabel sprang forward, a roll of duct tape unwound in her 
hands. Bill yelped as he saw her and dropped to his hands and feet, 
bolting away on all fours like an animal. Dipper and Mabel took off 
after him. Dipper brandishing the saber and Mabel struggling not to 
get the duct tape stuck in her hair or her sweater as she ran. Bill's 
movements were wonky; he was still getting used to this body and was 
weak from blood loss, but he still managed to make it to the kitchen 
before they cornered him against the cabinets. 

Mabel eventually got the duct tape on him, and thanks to her 
ridiculously quick movements, it wasn't long before she had reducing 
him to a wriggling, haphazard silver cocoon. 

"Shooting Star, come on! If you hand me over to Sixer, he'll just do 
the same thing those ritual guys were doing to me! Maybe even 
worse ! " 

"I thought pain was hilarious. Bill," Dipper said dryly, sliding the 
saber into his belt loops before helping Mabel drag Bill back out 
into the living room. 

"_Human_ pain is hilarious! But those spells affect demons. It's a 
completely different type of pain. If you guys felt that, you'd 
probably drop dead of shock! Luckily I'm about a thousand times more 



resilient-" 


"Not helping your case there, man." 

"You called me man! That means we're bonding. We've bonded! Wowee ! So 
what's say you let me go, huh? Pine Tree?" 

"No, Bill." 

"Let me go!" Bill yelled and thrashed, eventually kicking Mabel in 
the shin with his bound feet, "I'll feast on youra€"mnf f ! " 

Mabel admired her handiwork after slapping a thick strip of tape over 
Bill's mouth . 

"Good one, Mabel!" Dipper said, impressed. Mabel grinned and flipped 
her hair. 

"I'm kind of a duct tape superstar." 

They hefted Bill up between them and began to drag him out of the 
house, into the dark streets and toward the outskirts of town. Bill 
squirmed and tried to yell what was probably all manner of arcane and 
terrible curses at them. 

Just as the flailing was becoming too much for them to deal with, it, 
along with the muffled yells, began to die down until it stopped all 
together. The body sagged between them, eyes fluttering 
closed . 

"Passed out again," Dipper sighed, "thank god." 

"He's not doing well. Dipper, he's hurt." 

"Good. That'll make him easier to deal with. For now, we have to get 
him to Grunkle Ford. He'll know what to do..." 

The journey back to the Shack was a long but mercifully peaceful one. 
Luckily, Bill was relatively light, but it wasn't an easy chore 
carrying dead weight, even between the two of them. 

So when they finally got back home, they wasted no time and headed 
down to the basement, where they knew Ford usually spent his nights. 
Chronicling the town's weirdness was a habit that died hard, it 
seemed . 

"Grunkle Ford!" Dipper yelled out, his voice reverberating off the 
metal walls, "are you down here? We've got kind of a 
situation ! " 

"Dipper? Mabel?" Ford appeared from around a corner, wiping his hands 
on an oilcloth, "what're you two doing down here? And what is... who 
is that?" 

The teenagers lay Bill down in front of Ford. 

"It's... it's kind of a long story!" 

"Dipper," Ford's tone grew higher, harsher, and his eyes didn't leave 
the figure on the floor, "who is this." 



"Well . . . I . . . f or the past week... I'd been having these 
nightmares ..." 

Ford didn't wait to hear any more. He took a small flashlight from 
his belt, knelt down and lifted Bill's left eyelid up. The glowing 
eye stared sightlessly, its pupil a contracted slit. 

"Bill, " he growled, then turned his intense gaze back to the teens, 

"I need to know exactly what's been happening. Tell me 
everything . " 

By the time Dipper finished telling Ford what had transpired (with 
some unhelpful interjections like "It was crazy bonkers!" from 
Mabel), Bill's long eyelashes began to flutter and his breathing had 
upped in tempo. 

"Interesting," Ford said to himself, hand to his chin as he watched 
Bill stir, "very interesting. Well, there's no way around it. We're 
going to have to keep him contained until we figure this whole mess 
out. Come with me, kids." 

He hefted the groaning Bill up on his shoulder and led them to a 
small room in the back. He lay Bill on an ancient-looking wooden 
table with heavy iron manacles. Ford, very businesslike, set about 
undoing Bill's binds. 

"Mabel sweetheart, " he said as he balled up the duct tape and threw 
it over his shoulder, "would you go get some of Dipper's underwear? 
Clean. Please. If you can find any." 

"Ewww why?" 

"Whaaaat, why?" the twins moaned at the same time. A smirk played on 
Ford's face. 

"Because we're going to have to undress Bill to get a better look at 
these markings and I'd rather he not be naked. Might get a little 
weird. Please, Mabel?" 

Mabel groaned, but stomped away resentfully. Dipper watched his great 
uncle in silence for a moment before speaking. 

"Is this bad, Grunkle Ford?" Dipper asked nervously as Ford's 
six-fingered hands deftly undid the buttons on Bill's shirt, "it's 
bad, isn't it?" 

"Bad is relative. Dipper my boy, " the old man answered. 

"I... I mean, you don't seem as upset about this as I would have 
thought ..." 

"This isn't good, that's true. But we can make it into something 
good. We have Bill in a human form and he's weak. Practically 
powerless. We may be able to figure out how to be rid of him for good 
this time . " 

"And the chanters?" 

"Hmm? Oh, yes yes. Those too," Ford waved absentmindedly . 



Dipper frowned a little. He idolized Standford, but there was a very 
real possibility that the old man might ignore one threat to focus on 
Bill. He couldn't blame him; Bill had hurt all of them, but none so 
much as Ford. Stilla€| 

"Here's Dipper's boxers," Mabel walked back in, holding the piece of 
clothing between two pinched fingers, "I managed to find some clean 
ones. It was like a Christmas miracle! And they've got turtle 
patterns on them!" 

"Hey, I wash my clothes! You know ... sometimes . When it 
matters . " 

"Thank you, Mabel," Ford smiled appreciatively at her, "you're a 
trooper . " 

She beamed back, then quickly looked away as Ford finished undressing 
Bill. As he awkwardly shimmied Dipper's underwear onto the prone 
body. Bill muttered a half-awake and duct-tape-muffled sentence that 
sounded suspiciously like "Sixer, you handsy rascal..." 

Ford frowned and blushed furiously, but continued his task until the 
article of clothing properly covered him. The body Bill wore was a 
little too small for them and they sagged down onto his jutting 
hipbones. Ford then arranged Bill's arms and feet so he was in a 
spread eagle position, clasping the manacles around Bill's wrists 
before digging through a nearby trunk of books. He pulled out a 
particularly worn and dusty book with a triumphant "aha!". Flipping 
through the pages and muttering softly to himself, he seemed to 
finally land on the page he was looking for. Once sure of what he 
had, he began reciting a spell. 

A wave of bright light washed over Bill and the manacles glowed red 
hot. The normally black tattoos on his body lit up in gold and his 
eyes shot open, the glow of the yellow eye so intense it was 
difficult to look at. 

"MNFFFF ! " he tried to scream against the duct tape still fastened 
against his mouth. He writhed against the bonds, body shuddering, 
arching violently. 

Dipper watched, uncomfortable. 

It seemed like Bill's body wasn't contorting so much in rage as it 
was in pain. Guilt stabbed at him suddenly as he remembered Bill's 
desperate pleas to keep him from Ford, but he tried to shake it 
of f . 

This was Bill Cipher they were dealing with. 

"That should do it, " Ford shut the book, satisfied, and approached 
the table, looking down at Bill curiously. Bill breathed heavily 
through his nose, smoke curling from his body, his wide yellow eye 
trained on Ford. 

"Can we go now?" Mabel's usually loud voice was soft and tinny. She 
looked down at the floor, hiding her face behind a curtain of long 
brown hair. Dipper felt another pang of guilt, this time for bringing 
Mabel into this whole fiasco. The summer had started off so 



wella€ ! 


"I'll need one of you to stay and describe more in detail what you 
saw at the museum," Ford said, not looking at her. His eyes were 
still locked with Bill's, "and speaking of, we should probably go 
back there and invest igate ... but I don't want to leave him alone just 

yet ..." 

"I'll go!" Mabel shot her hand up. Dipper could tell the enthusiasm 
didn't stem from a want to actually go investigate, so much as a 
desperate need to get out of the room she was currently in. 

"Good girl! Here, take this laser gun and this camera. And be 
careful . " 

"Don't worry, Grunkle Ford, they already ran away from me once," she 
smiled and shrugged, but she locked eyes with Dipper and he could see 
nothing but guilt and worry on her face. She looked at him for a long 
moment, then turned and walked out again. 

"Dipper, do you think you can remember what the circle they had on 
the floor looked like?" 

"Huh? Oh, yeah... I couldn't see it really well, but it was something 
like this?" he sketched what he remembered out onto a loose piece of 
paper. Ford studied it and nodded. 

"Fascinating. I recognize some of these symbols ... and it seems like 
the markings on that circle may have bonded to this body once Bill 
was contained within it. We need to document this. Dipper, do you 
mind taking pictures while I jot down some notes?" 

"I uh. . .sure, Grunkle Ford..." 

It felt wrong somehow, snapping photos of the prone, nearly-naked 
body laid out before him as his great uncle studiously scribbled down 
observations. It was Bill, yeah, but he had been relatively civil 
during all this, hadn't he? 

_He was desperate, of course he was civil, __ Dipper told himself. 

_If he had been as powerful as usual, he wouldn't have been nearly 
as... nice isn't the right word. . . agreeable?_ 

_P INE TREE_ 

Dipper's head snapped up at the unwelcome intrusion on his thoughts 
and, after a moment, he realized Bill's eye was staring at him, and 
it wasn't yellow any more. It was red with a burning white slash in 
its center and screwed up in anger. It was enough to startle Dipper 
into nearly dropping the camera. 

"Hey!" Ford barked and this time it was Bill who was startled. He 
blinked and turned his wide, now normal eye to Ford in surprise and 
confusion, "don't you _dare_ look at him like that. This isn't 
anybody's fault but your own. Bill. You've had this coming for 
centuries. Hell, even longer than that, maybe eons. But, knowing you 
as well as I do, you're not going to hate yourself for this, are you? 
Have to find someone else to blame. Well, if you have to hate 
someone, hate me. Leave the boy out of the twisted revenge fantasies 



I'm sure you're having. 


Bill gave a small noise that Dipper mistook for a sob at first, but 
then quickly realized it was a laugh. Bill was laughing under that 
duct tape. 

His vicious eye didn't leave Ford. 

But Ford was too old and too grizzled to be cowed. He glared right 
back . 

"Thanks, Grunkle Ford..." Dipper mumbled, embarrassed, "but I can 
handle Bill. He doesn't scare me." 

That was probably the most untrue thing Dipper had ever said in his 
life, and judging by Bill's and Ford's expressions, they knew 
it . 

"You and your sister are brave, talented kids, " Ford placed a hand on 
Dipper's shoulder, "always have been. But remember not to drop your 
guard. Bill may be weak and vulnerable right now, but we don't know 
the extent of what he can do in that body. This is uncharted 
territory, for Bill too, I'd imagine. Until we figure out what to do, 
and then even afterwards, maintain constant vigilance." 

"I'll be more vigilant than ever," he nodded, trying to drum up a 
modicum of confidence. 

"I'm back!" Mabel yelled from the entrance and Dipper squealed, 
jumping into Ford's arms. Ford held him and they looked at one 
another awkwardly. Bill snorted a laugh behind them. 

"That uh...that wasn't very good vigilance, son," Ford commented. 
Dipper turned a bright shade of red and climbed out of his arms, 
pulling his hat over his eyes in embarrassment. Mabel walked in, 
looking tired and exasperated. 

"You guys, there was nothing back at the museum. They must've come 
back and erased all the evidence. There wasn't anything ... even Bill's 
blood and the dagger dealies were gone." 

"Very thorough," Ford remarked, "I'm afraid finding these people may 
be more difficult than I thought..." 

He put his hands on their shoulders and smiled wearily. 

"You kids must be exhausted. It's been a long night for you both, and 
a hard week for you. Dipper. Why don't you go get some sleep?" 

"What about you? Will this... this thing hold? Are you going to be 
able to sleep?" 

"Don't worry. Dipper. For all my talk about constant vigilance, I'm 
fairly certain he can't get out of this one. This artifact," he 
patted the table and Bill tried to arch away from his hand, "is 
what's called a Desk of Gaap. There are only a handful of these 
around the world, from what my research says. They were made hundreds 
of years ago, specifically to restrain demons in human form. 
Fascinating, really! The table is made of Palo Santo, or what they 
call Holy Wood, and the restraints are blessed iron inlaid with 



silver. Those things alone would already considerably weaken a beast 
like Bill, but the whole thing is also carved with runes that I can 
activate by reading a spell from this book, " he held up the dusty 
vellum tome from earlier. 

Mabel's eyes were glazed over, but Dipper had already whipped out his 
pen and notebook and was scribbling down the information like 
mad . 

"That's incredible! What do the runes do? Another containment 
mechanism? " 

"Something like that. They're designed to keep him locked to the 
table even if the manacles were to be undone. They have the added 
advantage of sapping his strength and causing severe pain when 
activated properly." 

At that. Dipper's enthusiasm waned. He bit the bottom of his lip and 
wrote, slowly and uncertainly , _ 'causes severe pain'._ 

"You kids go on. I'll study him for a little while longer, and then 
I'll get some sleep too. Ah, one more thing ... don ' t tell anyone about 
this, okay?" 

"Are you sure that's a good ideaa€|?" Mabel asked nervously, "Grunkle 
Stan . . . " 

"Don't worry, I'm going to tell Stan. We've learned our lesson about 
keeping things from one another... it only took us most of our lives. 
But I want to tell him myself, explain the situation to him. I don't 
trust him not to just come down here and beat Bill into a bloody 
pulp. Killing this body may not help our cause any. Heck, it may not 
even be possible. I'm going to have to run some tests myself to 
determine how much physical abuse this body can take, if it's 
possible for it to succumb to death. You two scamper now, okay? I'll 
see you in the morning." 

They nodded and turned to walk out. But before he left. Dipper caught 
sight of Bill's panicked expression. 

That guilt returned to leave a fresh gash in the pit of his stomach 
as Ford's words repeated in his head. 

_' . . .how much physical abuse this body can 
take . . . '_ 

_PLEASE_ 

Dipper shook the thoughts away with effort and followed his sister 
out . 


4. A Little Too Late 

**This chapter gets pretty heavy with the Bill/Ford stuff, but this 
will be a Bill/Dip fic, I PROMISE. Have I ever lied to you? Besides 
all those times?** 

**Visit me at .com for more Gravity Falls stuff! I don't have much up 
now but I will in the future!** 



><p>"And now he's got that goddamned <em>brain demon<em> locked up in 
the basement?! My brother has made a lot of mistakes in his run, but 
this has got to be one of the worst!" 

It had been three days since they'd dragged Bill home, and Grunkle 
Stan hadn't taken the news well. He'd been on a seemingly endless 
tirade, ranting and complaining to anyone within earshot ... that 
happened to be Dipper, Mabel and, on occasion. Ford, who got the full 
brunt of his anger. 

He grunted as he tossed back his fourth cup of coffee for the 
morning. Dipper sipped from his own mug slowly, and Mabel was still 
firmly faceplanted into the kitchen table, her arm outstretched and a 
half-drunk glass of Mabel Juice clutched feebly in her hand. 

Sleep hadn't come easy to any them the past three days. Bill being 
back was enough to cause anyone to lose rest. But compounded with a 
dangerous secret society. Ford's obsessive studies and the weird 
sense of guilt hanging over Dipper and Mabel... any sleep they got 
lasted a few hours at best and was not filled with bubblegum dreams 
of gumdrop forests. 

The first night. Dipper hadn't slept at all. He had lain awake in his 
bed, staring at the ceiling, until he finally gave up on sleep and 
went outside for some fresh air. 

Just in time to save Gompers from being attack by a chupacabra. He'd 
have those scratches for a while. 

The second night, he managed a couple of hours, but those couple of 
hours were plagued by nightmares. Bill had been hovering over him, 
seething, as thick blood poured from his eye and slid in gleaming 
rivulets down his body, pooling in the crevices between his bricks 
and dripping, hot and wet, onto Dipper. 

"YOU, " was all Bill had said before screaming and shattering into a 
million burning shards, catching on Dipper's clothes and lighting him 
on fire, an instant inferno. Dipper had woken in a panic, tangled in 
his blankets and drenched with sweat. 

At first he had wondered if Bill had snuck back into his dreams, was 
trying to punish him for what he had done. But eventually he realized 
the dream had been in color and Dipper was having trouble remembering 
details . . . 

It had been a regular old nightmare, not that that was much comfort 
to the sleep-deprived boy. 

Ford had requested Mabel and Dipper leave the Shack when he sat down 
Stan to tell him about Bill. The twins had agreed solemnly and walked 
obediently out the door... only to sneak around out back and hide 
under the open window where they could hear every bit of the 
conversation . 

There'd been a lot of yelling. 

"After everything I went through, that smug little shit is still 



alive!?" Stan had screamed. 


"I've explained this to you before, Stanley. Bill and his kind can't 
die in the traditional human sense. They always come back in some 
form or another. Bill just came back sooner than I thought." 

"You said he's in a human body? Let's beat him out of it! Show me 
where the little creep is, Poindexter, you get the gun and I'll get 
my brass knuckles." 

"Stanley!" Ford yelled, and there had been sounds of a small scuffle 
"I'm not sure if destroying that body is a good idea. That may just 
make things worse. I need to run more tests before-" 

"Tests! Always tests! We've got the _kids_ living in the same house 
with that monster! The kids, Standford! Don't you remember what he 
was going to do to them?" 

Dipper and Mabel had exchanged pained glances. 

"Of course I do," Ford's voice was softer, "I can never forget. But 
that is precisely why we need to keep him in that body. Contained in 
a human vessel, he may be powerless. Under the right circumstances, 
we may be able to contain him for good. Forever. But those 
circumstances will take time to figure out." 

There had been some stony silence after that, and some 
muttering . 

"I'm one hundred percent confident he won't be able to escape. You 
can come down to the basement with me and I'll show you, if you 
promise not to lay a hand on him." 

"...can't I have just one punch?" Stan had asked gruffly. 

"...one punch wouldn't hurt. Come on." 

They were down in the basement for a little under thirty minutes 
before ascending back into the house. Stan seemed slightly pacified, 
if still on edge. But ever since that day, he'd been grumpier than 
usual, casting paranoid glances over his shoulder and acting more 
protective than ever of his great niece and nephew. 

Ford hadn't let the twins down into the basement, and neither Dipper 
nor Mabel could say that they were upset about that. Maybe it was 
because Bill had been telling the truth all along, maybe it was 
because he seemed so desperate, maybe it was solely because he 
_looked_ human now and his pain was so much more relatable . . . whateve 
it was, the whole situation was just too weird and 
uncomfortable . 

Dipper didn't know what kind of tests Ford was running downstairs, 
and he wasn't sure he wanted to know. But, he kept telling himself, 
it was Bill, and he deserved whatever he got. 

_P INE TREE_ 

Dipper's head snapped up and he looked around. 

"Anyone else hear that?" he mumbled nervously, but he already knew 



the answer. 


"You're just going crazy from lack of sleep," Mabel muttered against 
the kitchen table. 

"See what he's done to us?" Stan growled, throwing his hands up in 
the air hopelessly, "driving us crazy!" 

"Are you talking about Bill, or Grunkle Ford?" Dipper asked. Stan 
huffed and crossed his arms. 

"Both, as far as I'm concerned." 

"It's not his fault, Grunkle Stan. Why aren't you mad at Bill? I 
mean, he is kind of the evil one herea€ { ." 

"Oh, don't you worry, I've got a special place in the pit of my 
hate-heart for that three-sided asshole." 

"What's a hate-heart?" Mabel lifted her head curiously. 

"It's like, you know, when they say 'a heart full of love'. Except 
the complete opposite of that. Hate-heart. Anyway, let's try and 
forget about this for the day, huh? Guess who got us some tickets for 
mini golf ! " 

"Ooh! You did! Was it you? It was you, wasn't it?" Mabel abandoned 
her chair and her juice and hugged her Grunkle tightly. Stan looked 
pleased with himself even as he teasingly tried to push Mabel 
away . 

"You got me, kid, I just can't help but spoil you, I guess. 

Okay... okay, ow, wow, you actually hug really hard. Oh god. 

Dipper ... little help?" 

Dipper tried not to laugh and went to wrench Mabel away from Stan. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Ford paced back and forth beside the ancient wooden table, hands 
clasped behind his back.<p> 

"If you really want us to find this secret society, you're going to 
have to give me more information than that. Cipher." 

Bill, still locked to the table by iron manacles and innumerable 
enchantments, frowned. Ford had only recently removed the duct tape 
from his mouth in order to get some answers from the demon, and his 
lips were red and chafed. 

"I've given you everything I've got. Sixer. This isn't exactly fun 
for me, y'know, I don't have a reason to lie to you." 

"Yes you do, " Ford approached and glared down at him, "you always 
have a reason to lie. Because you're a liar. Bill. A worthless, 
malicious liar, and you always have been." 

"Come on. Sixer," Bill sighed, "you wanna insult me too? You've been 
at this for days, _torturing_ me. Bringing this body to the brink of 
death and then holding off because you're just too scared to go all 



the way. You let your brother beat me up while I was laying here 
defenseless! Suddenly, I don't sound like the bad guy, huh?" 

"That won't work on me. Bill. I don't feel bad for you just because 
you _look_ human now. I know what you really are." 

He turned his back to the demon and leaned over his research desk. He 
tapped the tip of his pen thoughtfully against a page of notes when 
Bill's voice purred behind him. 

"You like it, though, don't you, Fordsy?" 

"Pardon me?" Ford cocked an eyebrow and looked over his 
shoulder . 

The demon wore a smirk on his bruised lips, his eyes half lidded. The 
black eye was as dark and endless as always, but the yellow one 
glowed bright and mischievous in the dim room. 

"Oho, come on, kid. This is what you always wanted, wasn't it?" he 
smiled, showing his teeth, teeth that were gleaming like those of a 
predator, "Bill Cipher in the waking world. Bill Cipher in a human 
body. _'Bill, I want you to be physical, I want to _be_ with 


"Don't. You. Dare." Ford turned to face him and growled dangerously, 
despite the blush spreading on his worn cheeks. 

"Sometimes dreams come true a little too late, don't they?" that 
wicked smile never left Bill's face, "or do they? It's not too late. 
And look at me, all laid out... pretty little thing on a platter, all 
for you ..." 

Ford stormed up to the table, incensed, and grabbed Bill by his chin, 
hard enough to bruise. Bill just laughed obnoxiously, that twisted 
grin never faltering. 

"You've really sunk low this time. Cipher. But you're making a stupid 
mistake. You so much as say another word and I'll read that 
incantation until my voice gives out or your head explodes. Whichever 
comes first . " 

"I can make you come first." 

It was a stupid, crude joke, but something in the tone of Bill's 
voice held him and refused to let go. He stared into Bill's eyes, and 
it seemed that the right eye, the black one, swallowed him, enveloped 
him in its darkness ... his grip on Bill's chin relaxed and the demon 
leaned up into the man as best he could, pressing his lips against 
Ford's ear and whispering, soft and hot, into it. 

Ancient, nameless whispers that were words and yet not words, sounds 
that belonged in another realm. Ford's vision became fuzzy and the 
darkness spread around him, and he groaned as those chapped lips 
kissed his ear, his neck, before biting his earlobe, hard enough to 
bleed . 

Even as he closed his own, he could still see Bill's black, 
bottomless eye, its darkness caressing him, winding around him, 
holding him, safe... he saw flashes of yellow and blue, scenes from 



his past cast like shadows in his mind. 

_Ford shakes hands with Bill. Drinks tea. Plays chess. _ 

_Bill tells a bad joke, his eye screwed up in amusement, and Ford 
forces an awkward laugh to be polite. _ 

_Ford fixes an equation and Bill exclaims in glee, ruffling up Ford's 
mop of hair with those tiny fingers. _ 

_Ford realizing one night, as he's alone in bed, hand wrapped around 
his cock, that he's in love with his muse. _ 

'_Bill, I want you to be physical, I want to _be _with 
you 

_Those fingers in his hair again. The eye before him looks genuinely 
sad ._ 

_Bill is a good actor. _ 

' _IF WE get this PORTAL UP AND RUNNING, there's NO LIMIT to what WE 
CAN DO. I CAN BE as PHYSICAL AS YOU WANT and we can _GET _AS PHYSICAL 
AS YOU WANT, if YOU GET MY MEANING. WHAT I WAS TRYING TO SAY is that 
we can HAVE SEX. THAT'S WHAT I WAS trying to say.'_ 

_Ford grins sheepishly up at Bill, before laughing genuinely at his 
joke, feeling his heart practically burst open with love. He is 
special, he loves and is loved by this ancient, all-knowing entity. 


_He wants to be with Bill. For longer than eternity. _ 

_Things go wrong. So wrong. _ 

_Fiddleford is traumatized. _ 

_The Beast With One Eye._ 

_LET ME G0_ 

_The truth comes out. Bill has lied to him. Bill has never loved him. 
_LET ME G0_ 

_His heart has never been so broken. _ 

* *_LET ME G0_* * 

The voice in his head was loud and demanding and was enough to snap 
Ford out of it. 

"_Enough!_" he exclaimed and jerked away violently. Bill looked 
surprised, slowly licking Ford's blood off of his lips. 

"It was just a love bite, Fordsy, you kinda always struck me as the 
kinky ty-" 

"Don't you __dare_! " Ford yelled and struck Bill across the face. 



hard. He recoiled slightly, his surprise still evident, before his 
face split in a vicious grin and he cackled maniacally. 

"A-hahahaha! They say you never get over your first love. Sixer! If 
it wasn't for that pesky resolve of yours, you'd have given in 
completely! Still want me at your age! Impressive! Come on, kid, 
these are compliments here!" 

"How _dare _you try to seduce me, you ... heinous devil!" 

"I mean, historically, it's what demons are known for. It's as 
natural to me as eating is to you," Bill's grin turned vicious, wild, 
"as natural as me eating you." 

"No more talking, " Ford commanded and snatched up the book containing 
the rune activation spells, "at least I know now you still have 
access to some of your demonic abilities. I'll have to give you 
incentive not to use them." 

Bill's attitude immediately switched from crazed delight to wild 
anger as he thrashed against his binds, snarling, a vicious dog on a 
too-tight leash. 

"I will MURDER YOU and your WHOLE FA- " 

He didn't finish. His voice trailed off, his face going slack and eye 
staring up at the ceiling. Ford stayed still for a minute, the rune 
book still open his his hands, and observed. 

"...Cipher? What are you playing at this time? If you think you can 
fool me twice-" 

Bill blinked, and when he opened his eyes again, they were lit up in 
the brightest blue Ford had ever seen. Even the usually black eye 
glowed a violent turquoise. The markings on his body lit up in the 
color of molten gold. Ford stepped back cautiously as Bill parted his 
lips . 

The demon began uttering a sudden and steady stream of garbled 
language, words and syllables and consonants that shouldn't have been 
possible from a human mouth. His voice had taken on its usual 
intensity, its usual echo. His body strained against the table, every 
muscle rigid, every tendon tensed and bulging against paper-pale 
skin . 

A whirlwind kicked up in the room, sweeping dust and loose papers 
along with it. Ford stared in fascination and horror as the 
incantations became louder and thenaC | 

As quickly as it had began, it ended. The whirlwind died down. The 
blue glow was gone and that horrible garbled language with it. 

Bill was soaked with sweat and his eyes were wide. He trembled 
violently and his chest heaved. 

"Bill, " Ford approached cautiously, making sure to hold the rune book 
where Bill could see it, just in case, "Cipher, what was 
that ? " 

Bill's eye flitted anxiously around the room until it settled on 



Ford. When he spoke, his voice was unnaturally soft 
strained . 


"Them. Activating my power remotely. Using it..." 

"Them? The secret society? What are they using your power for?" 

"I told you, I don't know. I don't know._I don't know._" 

Bill sighed, long and drawn, and closed his eyes, either refusing to 
or unable to answer any more of Ford's questions. 

_FIND THEM_ 

Ford went stiff at the unwelcome thought in his mind. He looked at 
the body before him, still shaking against its bonds. 

He'd never seen Bill Cipher in such a sorry state before, hadn't even 
known it was possible. Those memories resurfaced again, making his 
heart ache with the pain of his first love and his second big 
betrayal, a pain that was as sweet as it was sick. He stared at Bill 
for another moment before pulling something off of a nearby 
shelf . 

"You don't deserve any kindness," he muttered as he tucked the 
blanket around Bill's trembling body, "but sometimes we humans don't 
know when not to give it . " 


5. Freakishly Well Behaved 

**Warning: Mentions of rape in this chapter. No actual rape, but 
mentions of it, so if you're sensitive to that kind of thing, steel 
yourself . ** 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"Mabel really can make friends anywhere, can't she?" Stan wiped 
his feet on the rug before entering the Shack, Dipper following 
behind him.<p> 

"You're telling me. Last fall we were at an away game and within, I'm 
not even kidding, the first twenty minutes there, she made friends 
with the entire opposing cheerleading squad_ and _the towel boy and 
had already planned a spring break cruise with them." 

"Weird kid," Stan grunted, "she go on that cruise?" 

"Yeah. A cruise to the Bahamas. They liked her so much they made her 
an honorary citizen. And no, I'm not kidding." 

"Well, at least someone in this family is good in social situations. 
Hopefully she'll have fun... what is it you kids say? 'Hanging out'? 
Hanging out with that nice snack vendor girl. I would just be in it 
for the snacks." 

"I've done things I'm not proud of for beef jerky," Dipper answered 
in agreement, then looked up as Ford entered the room. He was dressed 
in his old overcoat, a laser gun slung over his shoulder and his 
utility belt packed. 



"We have a situation," he said grimly, looking at Stan, "I need your 
help, Stanley . " 

"Oh, don't tell me! The demon you've been keeping locked up in the 
basement escaped! Who saw that one coming? Oh wait, uh, me!" 

"As a matter of fact, " Ford answered stiffly, "that is not the 
situation. He's still secure downstairs. But he started glowing and 
chant ing ... for a second, I thought he was trying to kill me, but it 
turns out that secret society was successfully harnessing his power. 
Seems they can access it even when he's not physically there with 
them. I think I can track them down using my energy sensor, but I 
need backup. I need you, Stanley." 

Stan's expression softened, his shoulders sagging in 
embarrassment . 

"Oh, uh...yeah, of course I'll help. Sorry for uh... jumpin' on you 
like that . " 

"It's understandable. Dipper," he turned toward the boy, "I want you 
and your sister to watch Bill while we're gone." 

"Mabel's off cavorting with her new friend," Stan said, "you want 
Dipper to be alone with that monster?" 

"I'm not worried. Bill is the weakest he's ever been, and Dipper is a 
smart boy, " he grinned down at Dipper, who could have exploded with 
joy at the compliment. 

"...if you're sure, Poindexter. I'll go get my stabby weapons and my 
shooty weapons . " 

They watched Stan leave and Ford put his hand to Dipper's back, 
leading him toward the vending machine. 

"Come with me. I'll show you what you need to do." 

The room was dim as ever and had the distinct smell of ozone ... Dipper 
crinkled his nose against the scent. 

He saw Bill on the table, covered up with a white blanket, and his 
heart pounded in his chest. 

"Oh my god! Is he... is he dead?! The sheet! You did the sheet thing! 

I know what that means! Is he dead?!" 

"Dipper! Dipper, relax! He's not dead, I just... I just covered 
him." 

Dipper was somehow both relieved and even more anxious than before. 

He glanced at Bill, who seemed to be doing his level best to keep his 
eye averted from the two of them. 

Dipper noticed he was trembling under the blanket. 

Ford thrust a book in his hands. 

"Here, Dipper. Take a look at... this page. This is the incantation 



you'll need to read if there's any sign of trouble. I'm confident 
he's not going to be able to do anything, he's far too weak, but if 
he does, reading this spell should zap the resolve right out of 
him." 

"Uh, okay, Grunkle Ford," Dipper nodded, skimming over the words, "I 
can do that . " 

Ford put both his hands on Dipper's shoulders, tightly enough to 
hurt, and looked down at the boy. 

"And Dipper. This is important. Listen very closely." 

There was something in the man's voice that left no room for 
disobedience. Dipper nodded dumbly. 

"If he does anything. So much as makes a move or opens that 
blasphemous mouth of his. If he starts to say _anything,_ even if he 
_looks_ at you funny, I want you to read this spell. Without 
hesitation. Do you understand?" 

Dipper nodded again, recoiling slightly against the old man's 
intensity . 

"Good boy, " Ford nodded, pleased, and began gathering up some 
materials and stuffing them into a leather satchel. Dipper looked 
over at Bill, who hadn't so much as blinked since he had 
entered . 

"Grunkle Ford...uh, do you mind me asking a question?" 

"Shoot, my boy." 

"Bill seems . . . I don't know, freakishly well behaved right now. It's 
just a little... out of character? Did ... something happen, 
ora€ | ? " 

"You can thank whoever 's accessing his power for that," Ford waved 
offhandedly . 

"Huh?" 

Ford shouldered his satchel and looked up at the ceiling, tapping his 
chin with one finger as if thinking of the best way to phrase his 
next sentence. 

"With entities like Bill... it's important to remember they're not 
like us. We humans, we're the sum of all our parts. Body, mind, soul, 
emotion, et cetera, et cetera. A demon is only the sum of its 
abilities, its power. There's no compartmentalization to a creature 
like that. Which makes them more powerful, but, in a way, more 
vulnerable. To a demon, having their power, the very essence of their 
being, bound and controlled by an outside force is... how to I put 
this. Rather traumatizing. I guess if you want to put it into human 
terms, it's like being raped." 

Dipper's heart sank and his blood ran cold. He couldn't help it, he 
involuntarily looked over at Bill. The demon's face was turned away 
from the two, but he visibly shifted uncomfortably. 



"RapedaCi?" Dipper asked slowly, his body rigid. 

"Hm? Oh yes. If you want to put it in human terms, as I said. In 
demon terms, it's probably much worse." 

Something about Ford's offhanded tone bothered him even more than 
that statement. 


"Worse ! ? " 


"Well yes. As I said, we're the sum of our parts. There will always 
be parts of us that are left unscathed. Souls, part of our minds, 
things like that. Demons are just... what they are. When their power 
is taken without their consent, no part of them is left 
untouched . " 


Dipper felt sick. 

"Remember what I said. Dipper. If he says or does _anything_. . . read 
that spell . " 

He patted the boy on the head affectionately, giving him a rather sad 
smile before leaving. 

Dipper was left alone in the cold room. Just him. Bill, and a silence 
so uncomfortable that it stung. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hours went by with nothing of note happening, and Dipper's 
diligence had admittedly waned. He sat in a chair against the wall, 
reading an old choose-your-own-adventure book.<p> 

His adventures always seemed to end poorly. 

Bill had been silent the whole time, which Dipper considered a 
miracle in and of itself. Whenever he thought of Bill Cipher, the 
first thing he thought of was that weird, echoed voice and its nearly 
constant chatter. Now Bill seemed too put out, maybe too afraid, to 
say anything. 

And really, what was there to say? 

Was Ford right? Was controlling a demon without its consent really 
akin to rape? Dipper didn't find it so farfetched of an idea, and if 
Bill's silence and intermittent shudders were any indicat ion ... he 
tried to quell those thoughts, those pangs of guilt, and focused 
again on the book. 

He huffed as he landed on a page that told him he was to be roasted 
alive and fed to cannibals. 


"This book sucks, " he grumbled. Bill gave a small moan, and Dipper 
thought it may have been a sound of acknowledgment. 

But then the noises continued and Dipper jumped to his feet, his 
adventure book cast aside. Bill's eyes were wide open, glowing 
cerulean lamplights that cut through the gloom. He uttered primal, 
garbled words, psalms in old and unspeakable languages ... and Dipper 
remembered Ford's warning. Like a shot, he snatched the rune book off 



of Ford's research desk, eyes searching for the incantation before 
finally landing upon it. He wasted no time in chanting the spell, 
making sure his voice was loud and as steady as he could 
manage . 

Things promptly got worse. 

Bill's glowing eyes flashed yellow then back to blue and the 
alarming, garbled chants did not stop. His formerly rigid body now 
thrashed against its bonds, blue electricity sparked and sizzled in 
the room around them. Amid the din. Dipper heard a pained howl and he 
realized; the scream was Bill's. Somehow, Bill was both speaking 
those unearthly words and screaming at the same t ime ... Dipper jumped 
as a third voice entered his mind. 

PINE TREE 

DO NOT 

Dipper gasped and panicked and read the spell again, louder this 
time. And the screaming became heavier, the chanting became louder, 
the thrashing became more frenzied. The air burned with the smell of 
ozone and a cyclone seemed to spawn from nowhere within the room. 
Bill's voices carried on its swirling winds. 

The Desk of Gaap rattled violently and Dipper had to leap aside to 
narrowly avoid being hit by the thing as it swept itself up into the 
air, teetering, before it righted and began levitating perpendicular 
to the wall. The sheet fell off of Bill and Dipper could see the 
binding marks on his body glowing, burning gold, and Bill's garbled 
voice rose in pitch and tempo until it was an all-consuming howl on 
the wind, all Dipper could hear, thrumming like a tribal drum into 
his very body. 

DO NOT 

"What is_ happening_! ? " Dipper yelled in desperation before reading 
the spell again, then again, then again, trying in vain to raise his 
voice against the bedlam. The air sizzled, smoke rose from Bill's 
body, and, when he looked at Bill's facea€ i 

The eyes were still wide and pupilless, glowing that too-bright blue, 
but now steady streams of blood poured from them like tears. 

And with a jolt. Dipper realized. 

_They ' re using his power again. _ 

The cyclonic storm of dust and loose papers raged around them. Dipper 
in the center of the room, staring up at the floating table with Bill 
attached to it, all thrashes and nameless language and shrieks and 
tears of blood. He was spread like a sacrifice, blood blooming 
through the bandages on his hands and feet, prone and pale 
and. . . 

'_I guess if you want to put it into human terms, to them, it's like 
being raped' _Ford's words echoed in Dipper's head and his heart 
sunk . 

_I'm making it worse. _ 



"Bill!" he screamed against the wind, yelping as a pen hit his cheek 
at such a high speed that it left a bloody mark, "tell me how to stop 
this ! " 


NEXT PAGE 

Dipper obeyed the invading voice and turned to the next page in the 
spell book, which was no easy task against the whipping winds and 
shrapnel all around him. He hesitated for one moment before reading 
the incantation before him ... everything seemed to stop for a moment, 
to hang still... then the wind died, the howling cut off abruptly, and 
the manacles on the table unlatched themselves, sending Bill tumbling 
to the floor before the table itself fell, landing heavily on top of 
him. 

"Fuck!" Dipper tossed the book aside and scrambled over to him, 
pulling the table off him with a strength he didn't know he 
possessed, "come on, man, come on..." he pulled Bill against him, and 
the demon's head fell into his lap. Bill's eyes were still open wide 
and blue, he still muttered in some distorted language, but it was 
less frenzied. The blood leaking from his eyes dried up, leaving dark 
trails down his pale face. 

It seemed like an eternity. Dipper holding Bill uncertainly as he 
glowed and chanted and lay like a corpse with rigor mortis on the 
floor. And then... the glow was gone, the chants died off. A sense of 
calm, normalcy, swept back through the room. Dipper could hear only 
his own heartbeat and Bill's labored breathing. 

Bill's chest heaved as his eye darted around the room, frenzied, 
until it found Dipper above him. Dipper could feel him shaking like a 
leaf, his normally bright blonde hair gone dark and matted with 
sweat. They stared at each other for a moment, two sets of wide eyes 
locked together. 

Bill looked so_ lost. _If Dipper hadn't known this was Bill, hadn't 
known Bill to be the malevolent creature he was, his heart would have 
been breaking for him. And even then, he felt that old guilt 
multiplied by a hundred. Bill's eye didn't leave Dipper's face, and 
Dipper was surprised to find an odd comfort in its weird yellow 
glow . 

"I... are youa€ | uh . . . okaya€ | ? Dipper asked slowly, awkwardly. 

Bill opened his mouth and Dipper thought he was about to answer, but 
instead he just sighed a brittle sigh. His tired eye looked toward 
the door, and Dipper was confused until he heard his sister's 
unmistakable voice. 

"Dipper! Guess who won a lifesized baby pygmy hippo stuffed animal at 
the arcade!? This girl!" 

She bounded into the room with the plushie in her arms, then stopped 
in her tracks at the sight before her. The room in shambles, the Desk 
of Gaap on its side. Bill bloodied and free of its clutches, his head 
resting in her brother's lap. 


"Whaaaat is going on herea€|?" she asked, approaching 
slowly . 



"Mabel!" Dipper exclaimed, words beginning to tumble from his mouth, 
"the-the chanter guys! They were using Bill's power so Stan and Ford 
went to go find them and... and Ford told me to stay down here and 
watch Bill and read that spell if he did anything, and then he 
started glowing and acting all weird so I read the spell and that 
made things worse and Ford said when demons get their powers 
controlled by outside forces its like rape and I'm pretty sure that's 
what was happening and I-" 

"Whoa whoa, wait. What?" she sat down beside him, putting a gentle 
hand to his back. 

Dipper took a deep breath and told her everything that had 
happened . 

Once he was done, she looked horrified, casting uncertain glances 
down at Bill, who had long since closed his eyes and was either 
unaware or didn't care that she was looking at him. 

"What do we do nowa€|?" Dipper asked pleadingly. He was too tired, 
too conflicted, to know what to do. She looked at him, then at Bill, 
who ' d remained silent and unmoving through the whole 
thing . 

"Well ... first we have to get him out of here." 

"What? We can't just-" 

"Dipper, look at him! He's weak, he's been locked up and tortured 
and... and _power-raped_, we can't just keep him in this dark old 
room. Let's get him into a real bed with real covers so he can 
rest . " 

"Mabel, he's dangerous-" 

"Look at him. Dipper," she motioned sadly toward him, "he's helpless 
and he's scared. If we don't help, we're no better than he is." 

That same argument again. But Dipper didn't disagree. He was too 
tired and too upset to put up much of a fight. 

With a little coordination, they hefted Bill up between them. They 
helped him walk out the room, through the lab, up the stairs and 
again up into the attic, his head remaining bowed and bobbing. 

They lay him in Dipper's bed. Mabel set to the task of wetting a 
washcloth with warm water, gently cleaning the twin blood trails off 
of Bill's cheeks. Once done, she patted the covers around him 
gingerly as Dipper paced nervously in the background. 

There was a weird silence hanging in the air, and finally Bill 
spoke . 

"Sixer was right about that 'human kindness' shit," he muttered 
brokenly, and then, without any further explanation, his pupil rolled 
up into the back of his head and he slipped into unconsciousness 
again . 

"...what do we do now?" Dipper asked. 



"I'll watch him. You get some sleep," Mabel answered. 

"Mabel, you don't have too-" 

"Shhhh shh sh shh shh..." she pressed a finger against his lips to 
stop him and he grimaced against it, "we have to sleep at some point. 
I'm all amped up on Mabel Juice and that sweet hippo plushie and 
you've had to deal with this all day . . . you sleep first. I'll wake you 
up for second shift. Okay?" 

Dipper nodded after some thought. She was right, he was exhausted. If 
he was honest with himself, which he often tried not to be, he likely 
wouldn't have lasted an hour before nodding off. 

"Thanks, Mabel. You're the best. If he does anything..." 

"I'll yell to wake you up. Then I'll hit him in the head with a 
baseball bat, " she answered, gesturing toward the stout hickory bat 
that lay against the wall. Dipper couldn't help but smirk at the 
mental image of Mabel pummeling Bill with a piece of sports 
equipment . 

As Mabel sat against the wall with her arms wound around her legs. 
Dipper curled up in the bed that used to belong to her, before they 
had outgrown sharing rooms. Somehow it still smelled like her, and 
the familiarity of it lulled him into an almost immediate sleep. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>He woke with a jolt. Confusion muddled his brain as he squinted 
his eyes against the bright light streaming in through the attic 
window. Daytime. Had he really been asleep that long? Had Mabel 
really never woken him up?<p> 

He sat up and looked blearily around the room and, as his eyes 
adjusted, a burst of horror hit him like a bombshell. 

His bed was empty, the covers thrown haphazardly to the corner of the 
room. Bill wasn't there. 

Neither was Mabel. 

Heavy smears of blood stained the floorboards, and twin sets of 
bloody drag marks lead out of the room. 


End 
f ile . 



